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Author's Notes: 

This is the first chapter, just setting the stage for the introduction of a new character and setting the mood 
for the beginning of the story: how James struggles with his anger even though he's sober, how things stil 
aren't quite "right" with Lars etc. 


You could feel the tension in the room. The meeting was about to start at HQ. James, Kirk, Bob and Phil Towle 
sat around the round table in the conference room, all checking their watches. Lars was late, as usual. James 
tapped his feet with impatience. It was already IPM, and he had to leave at 3. It was a condition that his AA 
sponser had given him. Ease back into working, take it slow. Take time to work on himself, his addiction, his life. 
Most of the time he just wanted to run away from the studio, the place where his demons came out, where 
he wanted to drink because Lars pissed him off.. because he was forced to talk to Phil about things he never 
spoke about.. because he was away from his kids. He wasn't used to feeling every emotion. He was used to 
burying them in a bottle of whiskey. Today was no exception. James seethed, and breathed heavily, the anger 
displaying itself on his face. 


Kirk noticed and asked "Are you ok man?" 


"Pissed" was all James replied, that harsh tone creeping into his voice. 


"Don't yell at us if you are mad at Lars for being late, James" Kirk said, calmly. 


"IM NOT YELLING" James yelled back. Bob erupted into snickering, and James had to admit that was pretty 
funny. 


He snorted and said "I'm sorry. I'm gonna beat that little Danish fucker's ass when he gets in here". 


At that very moment, Lars burst into the room babbling "Sorry guys, | mean.. Layne and Myles had to be 
dropped off and then there was traffic, then | had to pull over because some focking person from Napster 
called me to focking complain again, and then my focking car stalled." he trailed off as he was greeted with 


some pretty bored stares from James, Kirk, Bob and Phil. 
"You're late" James pointed out, sounding a little pissed off. 
"| said was focking sorry" Lars defensively replied. 


Bob rolled his eyes and said "Here we go again.." as James fumed "Well I'm fucking sorry isn't going to cut it 
when I'm late to pick up the kids from Fran's or when my sponser fucking calls and wonders why I'm not at my 


family counseling appointment on time." 
"What the focking fock is up with this Inquisition? | was just focking late, get over it already" Lars whined. 


Phil intervened and said "Well, | do think James has a right to feel angry, Lars. It was rude of you to keep 
them waiting without a phone call. And James... Lars also has a right to feel attacked when you use that tone 


of voice..." 


James looked over at the old man, inside wanting to throw something at him. But he reasoned with himself and 
calmed down long enough to say "I'm sorry for overreacting. | guess I'm just a little on edge with being back at 
the studio. Things are just on a tight schedule today with having the kids for the weekend. Fran is going on 
vacation with her boyfriend, and | can't be late or they'll miss their flight." James explained. 


"Well, if we can all keep calm and open to each others ideas, | don't see why we can't get out of here on time" 
Bob said to reassure him, and to warn him that he had to behave. Then he looked at Lars and shot him a look 


too. 


"You know none of us really want to discuss this, but we have to.. " Bob started. The guys all nodded, and 


looked around nervously. 


"We need to start auditioning bassists.. and soon" Bob said. 


"| don't want to get someone like Jason. | don't think we should let just anyone audition’ Lars suggested. 


"I kind of agree... | mean there are certain people that | would love for us to play with" James said, surprised 


that he for once agreed with Lars on something. Lars raised his eyebrows in shock. 


"What was S0 wrong with Jason, though? | think you guys are being really .. unfair. What about all the 
undiscovered talent out there?" Kirk argued, though calmly. 


"I think what Lars and James are saying is that they want someone they know, that won't make the same 


mistakes as Jason did and will be a better fit with the band" Phil attempted to explain. 


"But | think we've learned a lot and now we know how we could have handled the Jason situation better. We 


could have been better friends and bandmates...” Kirk said. 

"| don't think we'd make the same mistakes again" he explained. 

"That's all fun and good to say, but I've learned a lot about myself in rehab. | am not trusting of outsiders, 
people who don't know this life, how hard it is.. | just don't think it would be good to go down that road again." 
James added. 


"| guess.. | guess we could try people we know and if we don't get a good feeling we could open it up to the 


fans again." Lars added. Everyone nodded in agreement, James letting out a sigh of relief. 


"So... how do we want to go about this? To be fair to everyone, making sure everyone has equal weight in this 


decision." Bob started to suggest. 

"Make a big list and take a vote?" Lars asked. Kirk rolled his eyes "That's fucking retarded, Lars." 

James giggled and retorted "If we did that we'd be here for the next 5 years arguing...” 

Kirk nodded and said "Well, we do kind of need a list though, | guess." giving into Lars’ idea. 

"Why don't we all make a list of 5 people.. and make a big list.. there will probably be some repeats and we 
invite EVERYBODY on that list to audition. Let them prove themselves, prove the skeptics in this room wrong..." 
Lars suggested. 


James frowned, not wanting to sit have too many visitors into the studio... "I don't know..." he started. 


"Hey man, remember when | auditioned? You and Lars wanted me in the band and Cliff didn't?" Kirk asked. "Well, 
how else are you going to convince Lars that the guy you want is THAT GUY???" he continued. 


James thought for a second and realized they were right, he should keep a more open mind.. "OK, so that's 
only I5 people." he started to suggest. 


Then Bob cleared his throat.. "Excuse me, but | am sort of the 4th appendage of this band right now. | think 


you should at least consider my opinion.." he said. 


"Ok... ok.. so 20 people maybe less if there are repeats?" James asked, realizing that wasn't so many people. 


should just have all the bassists sit and observe us writing, recording, and maybe help out, and just jam and 
have a good time. How else are we going to get that right feel, see if its there musically and personally?" Kirk 


added to James observation. 


"Hey, yknow that's not a bad suggestion, Kirk" Phil interjected, hoping to keep Kirk's opinions heard and accepted. 
James nodded, liking the relaxed nature of that kind of thing. 


"| can dig that.." James said. Lars nodded in approval. 


"So are we agreed then? List of 5 people per bandmember and Bob, then invite everybody in to jam?" Phil 
asked everybody. Bob, James, Kirk and Lars agreed. "Ok so just write the first 5 people you'd want to be in the 
band if you could have them now" grabbing some scratch paper from the center of the table, and passing it 


around. 
James took a paper and got a pen out, and began scribbling his choices down in his graffiti like handwriting. 


| Pepper Keenan 
2. Jerry Cantrell 
3. Scott lan 

4. Rex Brown 


5. Tom Araya 


He looked up, waiting for the others to finish writing, and slid his paper towards Phil.. IT seemed like hours until 
they were done. Finally the list came down to everyone from James' list, Les Claypool, Twiggy Ramirez, Rob 


Trujillo, Geezer Butler, and one name James barely recognized... Aidan Shaw. 


"Who is Aidan Shaw?" James asked looking at Bob, knowing it was probably some weird guy Bob knew from 


some underground crap garage band.. 


"A really great bassist, who is better known for vocals, but wants to go in a new direction.. Just trust me. A 


bass sound that will wake Cliff up from the dead.. you'll know when you hear it." Bob said 


"Um... kay." James said, doubting. Lars also had a very skeptical look on his face, and looked generally confused. 
Kirk grinned, knowing exactly who they were talking about but knew James would have a shit fit now if he said 


who it was.. 


"So, okay I'll have the assistant make up a schedule for getting these people in here.." Bob said to break the 
silence and let James know he wasn't going to back down on his choice. 


"Well, | guess that concludes Today's meeting" Lars said, still confused 


James grunted and got up, seeing that it was almost 3. He stomped down the stairs, getting pissed off because 
Bob was being such a secretive little fuckhead He ran out into the parking lot and kicked the side of "The 
Beast" as hard as he could, putting a dent in the door. "FUCK!!" he screamed at the top of his lungs, before 
getting into the newly dented truck and driving off, kicking up dust on the way. 
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Chapter 2: 


James revved the engine of the Beast as he stopped at a redlight near his old home. He was so angry, and so 
frustrated. Seeing Fran and her boyfriend wasn't going to help, especially when the guy would make it a point to 
touch her when James was around. That was HIS wife, the love of his life or so he thought. But he'd ruined 
that with his drinking, his cruel temper, and his wandering eye. He recalled the night when Fran had finally had 


enough. 


The steps up to the house were blurry. He wasnt even sure how hed driven home. He staggered up to the front 
door, suddenly remembering that he would wake up the new baby if he was too loud Then Fran would know.. She'd 
smell the whiskey, the other woman. He swore under his breath as his head spun before slowly turning the front 
door knob, and pushed it open slowly. He breathed a sigh of relief until his foot hit that one loose floor board The 
sound alerted Brutus, the pet rottweiler he and Fran had bought when they were first married The dog began to 
growl and snarl, no longer recognizing the smell of his master. Brutus let out a loud and menacing bark, and James 
cringed as he heard baby Marcella begin to wail in her bassinet. He saw the faint glow of the light of their bedroom 
go on, barely hearing Fran try to comfort and quiet the crying infant. He knew he was in for it. After all, Marcella 
was only 3 weeks old and he'd snuck out, leaving Fran alone. He kicked off his boots and attempted to tiptoe fo the 
basement. Maybe if he could sneak downstairs to the couch he could pretend to have fallen asleep watching TV. He 
heard the sound of Frans feet slowly and softly padding down the stairs from the bedroom, holding the baby as 
she still cried He spring down the basement stairs as fast as he could without making a sound, turned on the tv 
and dove onto the couch, covering himself with a blanket. He smelled the whiskey on his breath, it was rank.. He 
quickly remembered he had hidden a bottle of it in the side table, and he grabbed if, and positioned himself as if he 
had fallen asleep drinking. An instant later, Fran burst into the basement carrying the stil screaming Marcella 
James pretended to be startled awake and said ‘lm sorry baby, Hl take her for a little bit" and immediately 
regretted if, as he slurred his words. 


"Where the fuck have you been?" Fran whispered harshly 

"| fell asleep down here right after you went to bed" he led 

'BULLSHT" Fran shouted, a sob escaping from her, the baby screaming louder and louder 

‘Don't shout at me! Your scaring the baby, and besides | really have been right here." he led agan 


‘Don't you dare fucking lie to me. | can smell her on you. | can smell her cheap perfume, and your stale whiskey 
breath." Fran sobbed, shoving the crying baby at him, 


"Fuck | guess you caught me again" James admitted, apathetically. 


"How can you not care how this affects me? And your children?" Fran asked 


"l don't see how it has to affect them. They are still httle and I never leave until they go to bed" James tried fo 


make his excuse. 
‘Cali asked me just last week where you go at night, and why you are never awake in the morning to have 
breakfast with us. They notice more than you think. And as for myself, when | married you | fook a vow and you 


fook a vow fo me.." Fran said softly, fears running down her face. 


‘But yet you knew who I was, who | AM Im a rockstar. Im going fo party and fuck around Hi stop for awhile if its 
that big of a deal | can handle it." James said 


‘But you CANT handle it James. You always say you'll stop, and then I find your alcohol hidden in the house, in the 


car. And when you give up one mistress its not long before you have another." Fran argued 
James didn't know what fo say. She was right. 


‘Maybe we should talk about this in the morning, baby. You're just overly emotional and tired" he finally said, to 
get her off his back 


‘No. We arent going to talk about in the morning. We aren't going fo talk about it now, either." Fran said, slowly. 
"What are you saying, Fran?" James asked, suddenly afraid 

‘lm saying we are through. | was holding on fo the hope that things would change when Marcella was born, but the 
truth is James.. there's been someone else for quite some time. | broke it off when | got pregnant with Cella.." Fran 
explained, contessing. 


"Why Fran? Why?" James asked, his voice breaking as tears stung his eyes 


‘Because you had already left physically and mentally. | was alone, and he was there for me. | don't love you the 


way you are now James. Im in love with someone else..." 


"Wait a minute, Fran.. you just said you broke whatever you were doing off when you got pregnant with ‘Cella. 


How can you even be sure she is mine" James growled, raising his voice. 


"l wasn't even sure myself at first, but when she was born | stole some hair from your brush and had a paternity 
test done. She's yours." Fran quickly explained, crying 


"Who is he? And why the fuck didnt you just leave to begin with?" James asked, in desperation. 
"That doesnt matter.." Fran trailed off 


"Yes it does.." James said 


‘tts Jason." Fran whispered. 
James choked out a massive sob. It was a huge blow. Jason... 
‘How could you.. and him..? WHY HM FRAN??" James cried, gesturing wildly with his hands. 


‘He came to me.. about you. He was concerned about your drinking. | broke down and he comforted me. One thing 


led to another. It kept happening.. Im so sorry..." she explained 


James rested his head in his hands, rage and sadness building His cooler head prevailed, because he then realized he 


was losing her. 

"We can work it out, baby. Please. We'll go to counseling.” James trailed off. 

‘Its too late, James.. too late for that." Fran said sadly, shaking her head 

‘So what now..?" James asked. 

"Take a cold shower, James. Pack your things and go. Please just go.." she begged 


Without a word James got up, and walked slowly into the bathroom. Hs legs were stiff, his head felt heavy on his 
shoulders. He peeled off his clothes slowly, and tumed on the shower. He felt the water his his hand, the coldness 
of his metal wedding band striking him. Sadly, he peeled off the ring and left it on the sink He climbed into the 
shower and let the frigid water wash over him, waking him from the drunken daze he'd been in He looked down at 
his body, his skin pale and sallow, unhealthy. He stood there motionless for sometime barely breathing, until he 
thoughtlessly shut the shower off, dried himself quickly. He changed into a pair of jeans, a white t-shirt and flanel, 
rolling up its sleeves. He walked out of the bathroom, leaving the ring there. 


With a heavyness in his chest he packed a few belongings, and tiptoed into his daughter Calis bedroom. She lay 
there, sleeping so quietly and peacetully. He barely kept it together as he stroked the side of her face with his 
index finger ever so softly and whispered into her ear "Daddy loves you. Never forget that..." before quietly getting 
up and attempting fo get away. she stirred in her sleep and rubbed her eyes, opening them. She saw him standing in 
the doorway of her room, bag in hand "Where are you going, Daddy?" she asked sleepily. "Daddy's going on a litte 
trp for awhile." he lied ‘For how long?" she asked "I don’t know, sweetheart..." James said, his eyes filling with tears 
Cali began to sob uncontrollably and yelled " Daddy don't go!!!" over and over. James couldnt take it and ran out of 
the room, and into Castors, kissing the boy's head quickly before running outside. He pushed a motorcycle helmet 
onto his head, and jumped onto his Harley. He started the bike up in a rush and sped off down the street. He rode 
fo the winding road in the woods, hearing Calis cries echoing in his head Distracted he barely noticed the downed 
branches of a tree. Next thing he knew he was flying through the air and he hid the ground with a temible thud.. 


It was after the motorcycle crash that he went to rehab. He had woken up in the hospital luckily with only a 


concussion and a few broken ribs. His doctor there strongly urged him to enter treatment immediately. He had 


felt so broken that he agreed, finally seeing it was his only chance at seeing his children again 


James was shaken back to reality when the light turned green. The Beast lurched ahead down the road. Soon 
his old house was in sight. He could see Cali and Castor playing in the swing set far behind the house in the 
distance. He smiled sadly, wishing he could see them everyday. When he reached the house, he parked the 
Beast in the driveway, and went to the front door. He walked inside, calling out for Fran. Jason stepped out of 
the kitchen and gave James a nod, not exchanging words. James followed Jason into his old living room, where 
Fran was getting Marcella up from a nap. Jason made a point of kissing her on the cheek, and rubbing his hand 
down the small of her back. James gazed at them sadly, when all of a sudden a one year old Marcella tottled 
over squealing "DADA!l!" over and over again. He bent down and picked up his littlest girl, and kissed her cheek 


as she gave him a big grin. 

"Hi Fran’ he said warmly, wanting to get along. 

"Hello, James" she replied in a friendly way. They had worked out how to co-parent rather well, but this week 
James was up to a real challenge. He had them two weeks in a row as Fran and Jason were going to Hawaii on 
vacation. 


"Where's the nanny?" James asked. 


Fran sighed and said "You won't believe this but she quit right before you got here, saying something about 


needing more time for her boyfriend or something’ 

James briefly panicked and said "Hey, they are my kids, | can handle it Fran. Don't worry" 

Fran sighed and replied "Are you sure you can handle this? What about your AA meetings?" 

"They can come with me. | will go to the family meetings so they have someone to watch them and other kids 
to play with. It might be good for me to be around other dads with the same problem, get some advice and 
perspective" James explained. 


"l'm proud of you, James" Fran said, squeezing his arm. 


"That means a lot.." James said, smiling at her. 
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James arose early on Monday. It had been a long weekend. Cella had been fussy and Cali and Castor had been a 
handful. If ever he was tempted to have a beer.. but he had resisted the urge. When he opened his eyes he 
saw that the kids had all one by one crawled into his bed, not used to his new house yet. 

Cali was shaking him whining "Daddy! WAAAKKE UUUPPPIII!" 

"Ok, ok I'm up.. " he mumbled as he got out of bed, wearing just blue plaid boxers. 


He heard Cali giggle "You've got bedhead, Daddy!" and Castor snickered. 


James was grumpy that day, already. He snapped "Well Daddy wouldn't HAVE bedhead if you had just gone to 
bed last night. Daddy would have had time to shower and comb his hair" 


The kids immediately went silent and stared up at him, not aware of what they had done to make him mad. He 
instantly regretted his tone. He sat down on the bed and pulled Cali and Castor into his lap. "I'm sorry guys. 
Daddy just gets a little grumpy in the mornings, especially when you guys don't listen when its time to go to 
bed." 

"But we don't like sleeping in our beds here!" Cali interjected. 

"Why don't you like Daddy's new house?" 

"No, its scary here. Mommy doesn't tuck us in and we don't get a story!" 

"Is that why all three of you climbed in with me?" James asked cuddling the little ones closer. 


"Yea." Cali admitted. 


James sighed, and gave in. "Ok, can | make you guys a deal? If you guys listen and go to bed when you're told, 
| will read you one story each and you get to pick" 


Cali paused and looked serious and asked 

"Any story?" James smiled and nodded. 

"But what if we get scared and hear noises?" Castor piped up, wide eyed. 

"Then you can come and sleep in here." James said giving in. "Do we have a deal?" he asked. 


Cali and Castor nodded their heads. Cella rubbed her eyes. James took that to mean she agreed. 


He put the kids on his lap back onto the bed and told Cali very seriously. "I need to get a shower because we 
are going to the studio today. | need you to be a big girl and take care of your brother and sister for 15 


minutes. You can all stay in here and watch cartoons, ok?" 
Cali grinned and said to Castor "Ok, I'm in charge!" and James interjected 


"One on condition young lady.. that you watch a cartoon you both like. | don't think Castor likes anything with 


little ponies or princesses..." 


Cali nodded and asked Castor nicely "What do you want to watch?" and turned on the cartoon channels on 


James' new big flat screen TV. 


James was satisfied with this and grabbed his clothes for the day and a towel and went into the bathroom. 
The room was large with large sandstone tile on the floor, light wood cabinets and a white marble counter. 
Above it was a large mirror. He undressed and noticed that he'd lost weight and was in better shape now that 
he was taking care of himself. Has was surprised how proud of it he was, because he had never cared before. 
He turned on the tap in his large double shower, letting the warm water flow over his face and back, 
refreshing him after his long frustrating weekend with the kids. He let it wake him up for a minute before he 
quickly washed himself. Jumping out of the shower he quickly toweled off and turned on the tap in the sink. He 
shaved his face with a straight razor, giving himself a short goatee, still wearing only a towel around his waist. 
Affer rinsing his face he toweled off quickly, and dressed in loose blue jeans, a black T-shirt and a gray button 
down which he left open. He rolled up the sleeves, baring his forearms, then quickly rubbed some gel into his 
hair and pulled a black skullcap hat down over it. He grabbed a pair of sunglasses, shoved them in his shirt 


collar and was ready. 


He went out into the bedroom again. Castor and Cali were fully absorbed in a Transformers cartoon when he 
told them "Hey five more minutes then you guys have to get ready and go. I'll get Cella dressed and ready 


now. 


The little one year old rubbed her sleepy eyes, and reached up for her Daddy to take her. "Up? Dada? Up?" 
she asked. 


James smiled at her and scooped her up into his arms, and kissed the top of her head. "Let's go get dressed, 


little one" and mouth to Cali "AVE MINUTESII". 


He took the baby into the nursery in the house and set her down. He quickly changed her diaper and put her in 
pink shorts and pink T-shirt with a ballerina on it. When he exited the nursery, Cali was already waiting dressed 
and ready, wearing green fairy wings, a purple tutu and a pink t shirt with a ballerina on it that matched 
Cella's. 


James gave her a look and raised his eyebrows, asking "Are you SURE you want to wear that today?" 


"Yep!" Cali grinned and bounced down the hall. 


James sighed in desperation, and Castor came out of the bathroom, dressed in proper shorts and a t-shirt for 


playing in. James ruffled his hair and asked "Did you brush your teeth? 

"Uh-huh!" Castor said 

"Ok, buddy. Why don't you come downstairs with us and we'll be on our way!" 
Castor followed James down to the kitchen where Cali was waiting. 

"Breakfast?" Cali asked, as James was putting his shoes on to get Cella into the car. 


"Shit... | mean. Oops! | think | have some granola bars, and the baby sitter can take you out for waffles or 
something when we get to HQ!" James thought on his feet. 


Castor and Cali giggled and she whispered to her brother "Daddy said the "s" word again!" 
James grinned at her and played along "And Daddy will say it again if you are bad today!" 


He tickled her little belly before grabbing the granola bars. He put them in the baby's bag and set to going 
down to the "Beast" and strapping Cella and her carseat in. 


"Ready to go for a ride, baby girl?" he asked. 


Cella grinned and blew a raspberry. Cali and Castor climbed into the truck too and buckled themselves in. James 
jumped in the front and revved her up, pulling out of the driveway. He put in a Thomas the Train CD in for 
the kids to listen to, and kept his thoughts to himself. 


The sadness he felt at losing Fran was almost tangible. He could feel it there all the time, even when he had 
the kids, like a painful heaviness in his chest. That and the band were almost too much to deal with. He was 
also angry. At Jason. And at her. His sponsor said it was time to move one, maybe date someone else, but he 
wasn't sure he was ready for that. Plus the kids weren't ready for that. They were just getting used to being 
away from their mom and getting used to Jason being at their house all the time instead of him. But he was 
lonely, and the dog was only so much company. And when he was alone, he was more tempted to just say 
"fuck it’ to sobriety and go buy a bottle of whiskey to lose himself in He snapped out of his head long enough 
to realize he was nearly at HQ. He drove down the rest of the streets thoughtlessly, turning into the HQ 
parking lot. He parked the Beast close to the door and hopped out. He grabbed Cella and told the other two kids 
to follow him inside. The Hetfields walked up the long staircase to the kitchen at HQ where the babysitter was 


waiting. 


Caitlin, a young woman just out of college, greeted James with a big "HI! Papa Het!" 


James blushed She had a crush on him, but she was not his type and a little dumb. Attractive yes, with big 
blue eyes and long blonde hair.. big.. He shook that thought out of his head. 


"Uh... hi um Caitlin, um.. can you feed the kids something for breakfast. | will leave a 20 for you to take them 
to IHOP or something.. Didn't have time." 


She grinned and squeaked out way to perky "SURE! | understand. | won't let them pig out though, | promise!" all 
the while batting her eyelashes and pushing her chest out. 


Just then, an unexpected visitor came into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee. 
"Hetfield!" he heard in a familiar voice. Standing there was Pepper Keenan, a good old friend, 

"Hey Pep!" Hetfield brightened up and he went over and they "manhugged". 

"Uh what the fuck are you doing here?" he asked. 

"| was told to show up here today by @Prime for my audition You getting old Het?" Pepper teased. 
"You sure you weren't drunk when you read the email?" Het retorted, though in a friendly way. 


"Nope, | got it right here. It says today | was supposed to show up and hang out for the week, jam with you 
guys, get to know how things work around here.." Pepper trailed off. 


"We weren't expecting anybody until October." Hetfield trailed off. Goddamnit they just spring the auditions on 
us already? Without even asking? Jesus fucking Christ.. he thought. 


"Well.. | mean.. | can just kind of well.. hang out this week and check out studios for Down. But uh.. Buddy they 


told me | could crash with you... 


"Fucking hell, Pepper. | can't do that! | have the kids this week, and I'm trying my hardest to learn how to deal 
with them on my own | don't want to babysit you too all week." Hetfield said. 


"Sorry, man. I'm sure they'll work something out for me. I'll just uh.. give Cliff a call now and see what they 


can do. Maybe fly me home today or tomorrow or get me a hotel or something.." Pepper said. 


He stepped out of the room. Het was really annoyed now. He saw Kirk and one of the techs bumbling around in 


the control room. 


He headed off in there and came in and yelled "WHY THE FUCK IS PEPPER HERE??? WHO THE FUCK TOLD THEM 
WE COULD START AUDITIONS ALREADYIIle?e7e" 


Kirk looked at him wide eyed and said "Uh.. James. Just calm down. | don't know. | was just as surprised to see 


him today." 
Hetfield sputtered and calmed down a little and said "I'm sorry, Kirk Where's that fucking Danish idiot???" 

Kirk laughed and said "You mean Lars? He's late as usual.” 

Just then, Lars burst in the door and said "Helvede! What the focking fock is Pepper doing here?" 

Hetfield was very confused "Well, | don’t know!" he exclaimed 

"| bet someone at QPrime fucked up and typed in the wrong date into the computer." Kirk suggested 

"Maybe they hired the babysitter on part time." James joked and Lars dissolved into giggles. 

"That girl sure is dumb, but she's hot." he said 

James rolled his eyes and said under his breath to Lars. "SHE CAN HEAR YOUI!" 

Pepper stuck his head in the door and said "Hey, | just talked to some ditzy secretary at QPrime and she said 
they must have gotten the dates mixed up and would bring me out again when they were supposed to. For 
now, they said enjoy the week off here and they got me a hotel room. So don't worry about me being in your 


hair or anything with the kids around" Pepper said to Het. 


"Well, I'm sorry buddy. Next time you come out, | will make sure | don't have the kids around. How are you 


gonna get to the hotel?" Het asked. 

‘Oh, well.. they are sending a cab for me but it will be like 2 hours. | will read through some of the guitar 
magazines and shit here in the living room.. don't worry about me bro. | will stay outta trouble!" Het giggled 
and said 

"Pep. | doubt it. If there's trouble to be had, you'll find it and make it worse!" 


"Well, who says a little trouble ain't also a little fun!" Pepper joked. 


Het sighed and said “You're a bad influence." Pepper looked at him and understood. They couldn't get into 


trouble together anymore. 
"Ok well.. later dude!" Pepper said and walked out into the other room. 
Hetfield sighed in desperation, followed by Lars and Kirk. 


Lars broke the silence and said "Well, if you fockers want to jam | suggest you get your asses down to my van 


to help me unload the new drumset" 


Kirk whined "Do | have to?" and James replied "Now?" 

Lars started to babble something about never getting anything done and blah blah blah. 

James broke his babbling with "FINE. Let's go then Kirk.. Lars and | will handle this if you wanna tune up." Kirk 
nodded and James and Lars went down the stairs, jabbering about their kids and what not. James looked down 
into the entryway of HQ and there stood a small young woman waiting. He and Lars reached the bottom of the 
stairs and he got a better look at her. She was short, and slim with milky white pale skin. Her hair was long, 
but braided into pigtails. It was a rich dark brown, like melted dark chocolate. Clad in jeans and a black tank top, 
her arms were covered in black and white tattoos. His eyes met hers, a striking iridescent green 

Lars smiled at her and said "Well, miss, either your lost or your our new office girl. If you want to go upstairs 
and talk to our interns they'll get you set up, sweetheart. Or if you are one of the techs girlfriends you'll 
have to wait. They are busy" He touched her arm softly and her eyes lit up, angrily. 

She spoke in a thick Irish accent "I'm not your fucking sweetheart, and I'm no one's girlfriend, Lars Ulrich!" 

The creature crossed her arms indignantly. "Where is Bob Rock may | ask?" she said tapping her foot. 


"He's on vacation." James said, and then asked annoyed "And who might you be?" 


She rolled her strange green eyes and said "My name is Aidan, and I'm here to audition for bassplayer. Bob 
should have told you. QPrime sent me a letter and paid for me to fly here from New York." 


"Fock." Lars said. "Well, seeing as you're a chick, | don't think we're interested. Please allow me to show you the 


way out!" James said angrily, and grasped her arm to remove her from the building. 
She punched it off, very hard and yelled "I can bloody well find my own way out!" 


She grabbed her leather jacket violently and began to stomp towards the door when a loud voice in a Southern 


accent called "Aidan?" 


Aidan looked up and saw Pepper Keenan standing on the HQ staircase. "Pepper?" she asked, with a smile. 
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James rolled his eyes. 
"You two have met, | assume?" he asked 

Pepper replied "Hell yes we've met. Aidan is Down's stand in when Rex is too fucked up to play! 

"Oh how nice that you two are buddy buddy!" James said extremely sarcastically 

Pepper looked at Hetfield very confused 'I don't really see how that's such a big problem for you." he said 


Aidan rolled her eyes and walking towards the exit she muttered "Bloody sexist motherfucking arsesholes, the 


lot of them. Good riddance to bad rubbish!" 

James peeked around the corner to see that she'd gone and then said to Pepper and Lars "I don't fucking 
believe that Bob would dare let a WOMAN try out for this band. That a chick could play our baselines and sing 
fucking back up vocals" throwing up his hands. 


"She's actually crazy talented. She's definitely a better bass player than me by far!" Pepper came to Aidans 


defense. 


At that minute, Kirk came out to see what the ruckus was and asked, really confused "What the hell is going 


on?" 


Lars said "Hetfields got his panties in a focking twist over some chick wanting to be our bassplayer or 


something." 
James yelled "I dont wear fucking panties!" 
Kirk shook his head and said "You mean Aidan? Was she here or something?" 


James huffed and said "Yes, Quirky she was here. | very quickly told her we weren't interested and showed 


her out of the building" 
Pepper snorted "Shoved her out is more like it” He crossed his arms and shot Hetfield a look. 


Kirk shook his head again and said "That was really rude James.. We all agreed we would hear each audition 


She deserves just as much of a chance as anyone else, James." 


James said in response "Well, she blew that by the way she responded to me." 


Pepper laughed "Don't mess with Aidan. She'll make you regret it, buddy." 

Lars squeaked out a laugh and said "How bad does she get?" 

Pepper warmed up immediately and said "Well one time Phil got up in her face about something stupid right 
before a show. She was playing for Rex that night. Anyway, halfway through the show she runs up behind him 
and pulls his shorts off down right in front of the crew and audience. And he had gone commando that night.." 
Kirk managed a giggle, despite being a little alarmed by James and his temper that day. 

Lars said "Now that's just focking funny" 

James snorted indignantly and sneered "She just wanted to see his cock." 


Pepper rolled his eyes and said "Not really. You are really being an ass." 


James sneered back at Pepper "You totally fucked her. You totally did! | can so tell because every time you get 


all involved with a girl you get all defensive and manly about her" 
Pepper blushed "Well, | won't deny it, but its not like that... 


James continued "It must be awfully convenient for you to be in town with your girlfriend on an all expenses 


paid trip!" 


Pepper yelled at him "Goddamnit! Aidan is NOT my fucking girlfriend. | told you its not fucking like that. So BACK 
THE FUCK OFFI! | thought you were supposed to be more understanding and calm now that you are sober, but 
you can still be a nasty fucking asshole sometimes. | miss the good old days when you were a drunk and silly 


all the time." 

James quickly said "Well, we don't have time to sit here and argue about some girl all day. | hope you have fun 
this week, Pep. If you will excuse us, you might want to get the fuck out of the way." Hetfield ran up the 
stairs in HQ and slammed the door shut with a loud angry bang. 


Pepper shook his head, grabbed his jacket and walked down the stairs muttering to himself "What's gotten into 
him today?" 


As he walked out the door he saw Aidan standing there waiting. "Waitin: for me, Aidan?" he asked arms 
outstretched for a hug. 


Aidan gave him one of her sly little grins and returned the hug. "It's been way too fuckin' long, Pepper!" she 
said in her thick Irish brogue. 


"| know. | want to know all about the misadventures of Miss Aidan Shaw" he drawled. 


"Misadventures is bloody right, including today which we all know went SO welll | think | made quite the 
impression on Mr. Hetfield" she joked. 


| thought you were gonna pull out your gun in there and shoot him or something" Pepper said. 
| wanted to. Luckily for him I'm not packin' today" she replied. Pepper grinned and asked 

"Well, Miss Aidan, where is it that you are staying?" 

"The Hilton" she replied. Pepper nodded 

"Me too" he said. 

"And I'm bloody stuck here all week" she said 

"Me too" he replied grinning. 


"Want to get ourselves into some trouble?" Aidan asked, a spark flashing in her green eyes and sly little smile 


coming across her face. 

"Hell yes!" Pepper replied. 

"Wanna meet up later then my dear lad and have a little fun?" Aidan requested, 
"Well, yea. l'm free now though if you wanna start that fun early...” 


"| need some bloody space for a bit. I'm quite angry, and you know | can get a bit rough when l'm angry.” 


Aidan says. 

"I was hoping you'd say that!" Pepper flirted. 

"You are one dirty dirty bastard.. "Aidan flirted and teased back. 

"We'll meet up at the hotel later, go for drinks and some dinner then? My treat?" Pepper asked. 
"This isn't a bloody date Pepper. I'll pay my own way...” she insisted. 

"Alright! But later? Hotel? Then dinner drinks?" Pepper asked again 


“Alright alright. l'm going to get out of here. | need to ride something fast and feel the wind in my face." she 
trailed off. 


Her cab arrived then, and Pepper opened the door for her. She got in and he watched the cab drive away. 
"Yo, where'd you like to go?" the cab driver asked Aidan 

"Somewhere | can rent the fastest motorcycle that money can buy." she said. 

"Alright then. | know a good place" the driver said. Aidan shook her head 

What kind of a mess dd I walk info this morning? What makes Hetfield so fucking defensive and hard to crack? 


In all her 30 years, she did not know what to make of this man. She didn't know what to do now. She had been 
so excited to audition. It was the big break she needed. To get away from everything. The past year had been 
hell, so many stresses and pressures. Bad news from home in Ireland, always fearing that she'd be found out 
and be in danger again. All because of one big mistake she'd made at lb years of age. She shook her head 
wanting to forget all that. 


You just need a good ride, a drink and a man for the night and you'll be right as rain, Aidan 


She'd gotten used to calling herself by that name, and had become the character she had created for herself. 
The perfect disguise. Not at all bad. At least | get to play music. At least | didn't have to give up the ONE 
thing that would keep me going, even if | had to give up everything else. 

Her thoughts snapped back to reality once they had reached a large lot filled with motorcycles, cars and ATVs. 
She paid the driver and stepped out of the cab and walked into the office area of the rental facility. 


"Hello, | would like to try out a Ducati II98 Sportbike" she told the rental place worker. 
He smiled at her and said "You're awfully little for such a powerful bike." 


"Well | can bloody well handle it! I've got an M class license and I've raced professionally!" she declared 


indignantly. 
The clerk, slightly afraid of her, nodded and handed her the keys and a helmet to one of the bikes. 
"Ill just need a copy of that license and a downpayment of $50 dollars" he said sheepishly. 


She practically threw her license and credit card in his face before grabbing the helmet and keys, and 
stomping outside. She found her dream bike sitting right in front, bright red and shining in the sun. She sighed 
as she pulled the full face helmet on, and slid the key into the ignition. She climbed onto the seat of the bike, 
put down the highway pegs, and got it upright. She let go of the clutch and rode off out of the parking lot. 
Before long, she found the facing track, which was empty to her delight. She pulled onto the track and gave 
the bike all the power it could handle. She flew around the turns, the wind in her face and in her hair. She felt 
free and alive, and this was by far the fastest and sleekest bike she'd ever ridden, even on the racetrack. But 


riding was not always such a joy. Sometimes it brought back painful memories of being happy with him and 


being happy in Ireland. Before everything went to shit.. 


She was sick of riding all of a sudden and slowed the bike down, returning to the lot. The sheepish attendant 


was waiting for her outside. 


"There's a gentleman in there who wants to try this bike out, but he's never ridden a sportsbike and neither 
have |. Would you mind showing him a few things before he takes it out on the track?" he asked her. 


"Do | fucking look like | work here?" she asked back. 
‘lm sorry, Miss." the attendant started. 


"ll bloody well do it. Don't want the blighter smashing his brains out do we?" she asked, and the attendant 


laughed, realizing she was being funny with him. 


"Alright I'll send him out." Just as the man approached her from inside she took off her helmet and there he 
was. Hetfield was standing right in front of her. 


"You again?" she asked. "Haven't had enough of me yet?" she said with more than a little attitude. 
Hetfield stammered "l. l. | didn't know you rode..” 


"Well you didn't bloody well bother to find out did ye?" she asked forcefully as she shoved the helmet roughly 
into his chest and got off the bike. 


‘I'm really sorry about earlier. | was really rude. | would really like to make it up to you." James said, flashing 


those clear blue eyes and his charming smile. 
She couldn't help but admire them, and the way he stood and smelled omitted the very essence of a mon. 


| won't let you charm me into that with your big blue eyes and your smile" Aidan replied, starting to walk 


away. 
James grabbed her at the elbow and he said "Please. Its important for my recovery to realize my mistakes 
and try and right the wrongs. | really am sorry and | want to take you out to dinner and get to know you 


better before | write you off." he said. 


"How nice that you'd like to waste my time and still completely disregard me as a choice to be in your band!" 


she replied. 
"Look, | said | was sorry. You really should just take me up on that offer." he said angrily. 


"Even if | wanted to, | have plans this evening.." Aidan replied. 


"Well what about tomorrow then?" James argued back forcefully. 
"Not. Fucking. Interested. Got it?" Aidan yelled before walking away. 


"Oh, and by the way.. that bike is a beast. Don't start out with that one if you've never ridden a sportsbike. Go 
with one that's a little less powerful. | really don't care for you but I'd love to see you live to be an ass for 


another day! Enjoy!" she said sarcastically perky. 


Hetfield stook there gaping as she went inside, and paid for a bike rental for the week, taking a more sensible 
Suzuki crotch rocket to get around town. he still stood gaping at this creature as she got helmeted and rode 


away into the distance. 


Aidan arrived back at the Hilton just in time to change clothes to meet Pepper. She jumped into the shower, 
and let the water wash off the dust from the road after riding. Shampooing her hair, she fumed at how 
difficult Hetfield was. She didn't know why she couldn't quite just let both encounters she had with him go. Stil 
fuming, she toweled off. She chose a pair of jeans and a sexy backless black tank top, which tied provocatively 
in the back Her long dark hair she let fall in a mass of thick curls. She wore one thick silver bracelet, and the 
rings she always wore on a chain around her neck. She dug through her bags until she found a mascara and 
bottle of her favorite perfume. She applied the mascara to her thick lashes, and frowned, needing more. She 
found an eyeliner and drew a thick black cat-eye look on her eyes. She looked in the mirror and her green eyes 


sparkled like emeralds. One quick spray with the Dolce and Gabbana perfume No. 3 she was ready. 

She hurried downstairs and hailed a cab, and went to the pub where she had agreed to meet Pepper. It took 
forever to get there, the hills of San Fransisco and winding streets confusing. She was glad not to have taken 
the motorcycle because she would have gotten lost. When she got to Flannigan's Irish Pub she sat down at the 
bar. Pepper wasn't there yet. The bartender was a handsome young man, with long dark hair pulled back into a 
ponytail and a muscular build. 

He grinned at her and asked in a thick Scottish accent "What can | get you, Miss?" 

She grinned at the accent and returned the favor in her thick Irish brogue "A whiskey on the rocks.. a single" 


He smiled and said "Coming right up" and then she said "Wait, make that a double. Its been quite a day." 


The young Scottish man replied "That's quite a shame. If you don't mind me asking what part of Ireland are 


you from?" 
Her eyes lit up and she quickly said "The middle part." and left it at that. 


He grinned and said "I'm from that part of Scotland too, wherever that is!" he winked at her and gave her the 
whiskey that she ordered. 


She held out a twenty to him. He shook his head and said "First one of the evening is on the house. Especially 
for pretty Irish girls." He flashed his handsome smile again at her before going on to the next customer. 


Just then, Pepper burst in the front door. "Your fuckin’ late" she told him as he sat down 
“Sorry... fuckin’ San Fran traffic!" he said and shrugged. 


"| guess.. | guess your forgiven. If you buy the next round." Aidan said as she took the whiskey down in two 
swallows. 


Pepper raised an eyebrow and said "You better slow down. That's pretty powerful stuff." 


Aidan laughed and said “Bullshit! I'm Irish.. we love our whiskey so much its not even considered an alcohol. It's 


a health tonic." 

Pepper giggled and said "Oh girl, I've missed you.." 

Aidan smiled at him and said “And | you.." 

Pepper bought another round and they toasted to their unexpected reunion. She examined Pepper as he went 
to put some requests in at the juke box. He was still slim, his long hair down, his beard trimmed and tidy. He 
had a handsome rough look about him with his wrist cuffs and Motorhead t-shirt. When he returned, Elton 


John's "Rocket Man" was playing. 


He sat on the stool by her and asked "So what the fuck have you been doing this past year? | got worried 
when you left NOLA last fall and didn't return my calls.." 


"| needed to get away and just be in my head for awhile. There's trouble back in Ireland. | was there very 
briefly to sort out a little situation, but its likely to work out for the best. Then | went back to New York and 
did a few sportbike races on the amateur circuit." she trailed off. 

"Have you been writing any music?" he asked. 

“Sure | have." she grinned. 

"Will you play some for me before we both leave?" he begged. 

"Perhaps yes, perhaps no. You will just have to wait." she teased, 


"Ok, ok.. " he replied "And what about you?" she asked. 


"Oh same old. Playing around with Phil and the boys, COC is on hold again. Same old story!" he sighed. 


"How's your love life?" she asked sarcastically. 

Pepper snickered "Completely non existant. I'm not really "looking" for anything stable right now.." 

"You know me.. never am" she replied. 

"IIl drink to that! Pepper said, and bought them another round of whiskey. 

"So I'm going to ask you the million dollar question." he said. "Why are you doing this Metallica audition?" 
Aidan pouted and said "| might ask the same question of you. YOU are already in a BAND" she emphasized. 
"Really Aidan, | want to know.." Pepper said. 

"Well. truth is. | need this job because I'm so stuck in this rut musically and | can't seem to get out of it. | 
need to get away from the scene l'm in and into another one.. preferably something that pays better than 
studio work..." she admitted. 

‘| hear that!" Pepper said. 

"And why are you doing it?" she asked directly. 

Oh... | don't know.." Pepper admitted "Hetfield asked me too, but he's got his head up his ass these days. And 
l'm kind of worried that | wouldn't be the same "Pepper Keenan" anymore. I'd just be that guy in Metallica if | 
got the job. | wouldn't be able to do Down that's for sure since Metallica would monopolize me completely. | 
honestly don't think I'd want the job." Pepper admitted. 

"Oh Pepper" Aidan sighed. "What are we going to do with you, old friend." she added. 

Pepper smiled at her slightly, and bought another round. 

Hours later, Aidan and Pepper were quite drunk and quite merry. Pepper had decided that singing along with 
Elton John on the juke box in his drunken state would be quite amusing, and Aidan was practically pissing 
herself with laughter. After awhile, Pepper's voice got a little tired of screaming "BEENNNYYY BEENNNY 


BEENNYY AAAAND THE JEETTTSSI!" over and over again. 


"Lets get some air, chica" he slurred as he walked over to her. They staggered outside and stood in the alley 


behind the bar. Pepper giggled and said 


"Do you want to be REALLY bad and get into some more mischief?" Aidan raised an eyebrow suspiciously and 


said "Exactly what kind of mischief?" she asked. 


"This kind" he said, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a cigarette case, revealing a very large joint rolled 


up inside. 
"Hell yes, my friend" Aidan replied. 


He held the joint up to her mouth and lit it for her. Aidan took a very long drag from it and it nearly hit her 
instantly. 


"This is strong stuff." she said smiling. 


"Glad to share it" Pepper said After a few hits, she felt much more relaxed, that is until they heard a noise in 
the alleyway. 


"What the fuck was that?" she asked paranoid. 


Suddenly they heard the shriek of an alley cat, and Aidan burst out laughing. Pepper tried to contain his 
giggling, but he couldn't. 


Aidan howled with laughter and said in between bursts "I don't know why that was so funny." 


Pepper had tears running down his face and he said "Because we're high as shit! We should get back to the 


hotel before we're too far gone to hail a cab." 


The two of them managed to get back out to the front street, and waited on a corner, getting a cab quickly. 
All through the cab ride they tried to keep silent, knowing whatever the other one said would cause another 
laughing fit. If the cabbie knew they were high they might get kicked out. But this hope was lost once they 
were a block away from the hotel. The song "Benny and the Jets" came on the radio in the cab and Aidan 
began mocking Peppers’ earlier rendition of the song. The cab driver sped off to the hotel as fast as he could 
and deposited them on the curb. Pepper was doubled over and laughing and Aidan was still screaming 
"BEENNNY AND THE JEEETTTSI!" at top volume. The managed to compose themselves long enough to walk into 
the hotel lobby and into the elevator. They went up two floors in silence until Aidan squeaked out another 
BEENNNY and the JEEETTs. Pepper lost it and dissolved into giggles again. Walking down the hallway to their 
rooms, Aidan began to start another rendition of the song again when Pepper clamped a hand over her mouth 
and they reached his room, he fumbled for the key in one hand, unlocking the door, as Aidan tried not to giggle 
too loud into his hand. He pulled her inside and released his hand from her mouth and she was going to start 
singing Benny and the Jets again, when he suddenly kissed her mouth roughly. She hungrily accepted the kiss. 


He stopped and said "Are you sure you aren't attached to anyone? Remember, when we were on tour we 


agreed we'd be friends, with occasional benefits.. but if either of us was seeing anyone." 
"You know there's no one.. never has, never will be." Aidan said quickly, her eyes aflame with pure lust. 


Pepper kissed her roughly again, probing her mouth with his tongue. He stopped to move to her neck and 
earlobe, fiercely sucking and biting at the pale flesh. Aidan quickly undid the belt of Pepper's jeans as she did 


this. She knew his body too well, what he wanted, what he liked. She tugged the belt out of the loop holes 

tightly as he bit onto her earlobe, tangling his hands in her long curly dark hair. She shuddered as the hair of 
his beard scratched her face and neck. She pulled away, yanking his jeans down, his boxers with them. She took 
his hardness into her hands and began to stroke him first very gently then harder and harder before kneeling 


down to take him into her mouth. Pepper grunted at the sensation of her mouth around him. 
"Aidan, GOD.. Ahh." He pulled away from her, not wanting to finish yet. 


He lifted her back up in to a standing postion and deftly untied her shirt away. He wripped the fabric away 
from her body in one pull, kissing her mouth roughly again. He moved his hands to her exposed C-cup breasts, 
squeezing them hard before moving his mouth to a hardened nibble and nibbling her a little roughly. She 
moaned as he did that, liking the pain along with the pleasure. In mere moments, he pushed her onto the bed 
and wripped her jeans from her body frantically and then her panties. He pushed her onto her back, Aidan 
practically shrieking with excitement. Parting her thighs, he exposed her intimate flesh. Looking at it for a 
moment, he quickly felt the area with two fingers, penetrating her with them to feel her wetness. He withdrew 
them and without hesitation grabbed a condom, put it on and buried himself fully inside her and began 
thrusting with reckless abandon Aidan felt herself begin to shudder as Pepper thrusted into her almost 
violently, and she heard him scream "Oh GOD, OH GODIII" before she gave into the sensations and completely 
burst herself, screaming his name. She felt him shudder as her sensations faded, and he breathed heavily as 
he finally released. 


Panting, they parted from each other and Pepper kissed her forehead and said "God, Aidan | needed that sooo 
bad." 


"Me too" she agreed. 
"Your such a good fuck, my friend’ he said, and she laughed. 


Hours later, Aidan was still awake. Pepper snored loudly next to her, having fallen asleep listening to Pink Floyd. 
She lit a cigarette in bed, as she heard the song "Comfortably Numb" come on the speakers. The lyrics washed 
over her like water in a shower, meaning oh so much. She realized that she was numb to practically 
everything, merely going through the motions day by day, night by night. She thought she should have felt 
something other than friendship for Pepper, but except for the occasional romp in the bedroom they were 
really just normal friends. As she inhaled the last drag from her cigarette she heard the lines of the song 
blare through the room 


There is no pain you are receding 

A distant ship, smoke on the horizon 

You are only coming through in waves. 

Your lps move but | cant hear what youre saying 
When | was a child 

| caught a fleeting glimpse 

Out of the corner of my eye 


Í turned to look but it was gone 

| cannot put my finger on it now 
The child is grown, 

The dream is gone. 

| have become comfortably numb, 


She thought bitterly the lyrics were true. The child in her was completely gone, the innocence. All the dreams 
she had once had had completely been destroyed or had faded away, replaced by new ones, which were never 
fulfilled She exhaled the smoke from her lungs, and closed her eyes to get the precious few moments sleep 

would afford her that night. Just then she was snapped back awake when there was a loud knock at the hotel 


room door. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter 5: 

Pepper didn't even stir in his sleep. She knew him all too well. If he was stoned he wouldn't move for another b 
hours. Aidan got up to answer the door, pulling on one of Pepper's Motorhead t-shirts and her black lace 
panties. She tiptoed over to the door, peeking out of the hole. Hetfield was standing there Jesus fucking Christ. 
He must be stalking me. This is the third time today she thought. 

She opened the door and hissed "WHAT DO YOU WANT?" 

James' eyes went wide and his jaw practically hit the floor. 

He stammered "I'm.. sorry.. |.. uh thought this was Pepper's room". 

Aidan rolled her eyes and said ‘This IS Pepper's room" 

"Wait a fucking second." James said, still shocked. 


I'm waiting" she said in a very annoyed tone. 


"You answer Pepper's door in nothing but your underwear and his T-shirt. | hear stories about you two 
fucking partying til the late hours.. | guess | can put two and two together" he sneered. 


"And what exactly have you figured out from your observations, Mr. Hetfield" she asked, in a sassy way. 


"That you are nothing but a groupie trying to fuck your way to the top. You'll never belong in Metallica 


Never" he threatened. 


"I think you will find yourself surprised, Mr. Hetfield, that Pepper is the only "rockstar" that | have this kind of 


relations with, not that this is any of your bloody business anyway" she said, very sassy again. 
"Stop calling me Mr. Hetfield Its condescending." James ordered. 


Aidan crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame and said "Alright then.. James" she said and then 


snickered a little bit. 
"You're having a lot of fun with this aren't you?" he asked 
"Tons. Epic tons" she smiled slyly. 


"Anyway, if you think that being Pepper's girlfriend or whatever will get you on my good side, well it won't...” 


James snapped. 
Its so not like that. If you can't bloody well open your eyes and see things for what they are then you are a 
bloody fool, James. Pepper and | aren't together. Let's just say we have an ear for each others troubles and 


we relieve each others .. frustrations" she attempted to explain. 


"Well. Let's just say that | will be judging you EXTRA hard at your audition next month. | was going to come 


here to tell Pepper | was going to apologize to you and give you a break, but not now" James growled. 
"Look forward too it, sir" she sneered. 


James put his hand on the door frame and leered over her, getting up in her face "You don't stand a fucking 


chance.. " he warned her. 


"We'll see about that, shall we" she said, meeting the fierce look in his deep blue eyes with an equally scary 


one in her own. 

She stared at him intently with those deep green eyes flashing before pushing him back and slamming the door 
in his face. She walked back to the bed, and climbed in Pepper actually stirred in her sleep and opened his eyes, 
and giggled. 


She gave him a sly smile and said "What's so funny?" 


He grinned back at her and said "I had a funky dream that Hetfield was banging on the door and then gave you 
the third degree about sleeping with me.." 


"Hilarious." she said sarcastically. 
| know" he said winking at her. 


She looked at him furiously and straddled him saying "FUCK YOUI! You were fucking awake the whole time! You 


could've answered the door asshole! You're gonna pay for that!!!" she shrieked. 


"| look forward to that" he said, slapping her behind and hooting with laughter. She punched him in the arm, 
hard and rolled back over on her side off of Pepper. 


"| love that Irish temper" he said growling before rolling on top of her and biting her earlobe. 


James stood in the hallway, just shocked. There was something about this woman that intrigued him but yet 
totally infuriated him. Was it temptation? He didn't know. But there was something about the fierceness in her 
green eyes that drew him to her. These feelings are dangerous. She's like a deep, woody whiskey in how 


complex she is.. 


Hold on a minute Hetfield. You just compared her to alcohol.. Yep definitely dangerous.. he thought. He backed 
away slowly and then walked briskly away, like he was running away from something. But he didn't know exactly 
why he was running. He got into the Beast outside the Hilton and slammed on the gas. He drove home as fast 
as he could, his heart racing in a totally unexplainable fear. He got stuck at a redlight. There was a bar there 
and he felt drawn to it suddenly. He swerved the Beast around and parked outside the bar and sat there. One 
drink won't hurt he thought to himself. 


NO! The kids are at home. With the sitter.. he thought. 


Now he knew what he needed, and it wasn't a drink. A feral urge came over him, one he hadn't felt in a long 
time. He left the bar and slammed on the gas again, speeding the whole way home. He wasted no time in just 
leaving the car in the driveway. He went inside and saw the ditzy blonde baby sitter they'd hired sitting in his 


living room, just waiting for him to come home. 
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Chapter 6: 


James cold blue eyes darkened with lust as the babysitter got up from her chair and walked over to him 
seductively. His embarrassment of seeing her earlier in the day had faded now. All he wanted to do was rip 
her thong off from under her miniskirt, bend her over and take her. He needed a release and this was better 


than having a drink. 


The blonde came closer and pressed herself against him, saying "The kids are asleep. Do you want to take me 


home now?" with a sly little smile on her face. 
"You're not going home yet" he growled. 


Her sly little smile widened as she put her hands against his chest and moved them lower and lower. He closed 
his eyes and grunted in pure lust as he felt them meet his belt. It was always so easy for him to lure a 
woman there. He felt the sensation of his belt being unbuckled then removed, the zipper of his jeans being 
pulled down. He opened his eyes and watched the girl go to her knees, genuflecting in an almost religious ways 
to receive his body in her mouth. He pushed his jeans and boxers down from his waist to her knees. He 
grabbed the blonde's hair roughly and pushed his hardness into her mouth roughly. James groaned as he felt 
her mouth on him, bringing him closer and closer to the edge. His blood was practically boiling and he wanted 


to explode. 


Right before he was about to let it all go, the girl stopped what she was doing. James opened his eyes and 
demanded "Finish me" in an angry tone. Without a word she stood up and unzipped her tight pink hoodie, 
revealing a very large décolletage wrapped up like a Christmas present in a hot pink bra covered in lace and 
ribbons. 


| was hoping I'd get to show this to you" she squeaked. 
James grinned devilishly and said "Very nice" 


He grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her back into the living room, onto a brown leather couch. With a 
couple of rough tugs he managed to get her hoodie and bra off. With a few quick gazes James admired the 
young blonde's body before pushing her into a crouching position He tore the thong off of her body in one 
yank. He positioned himself behind her and thrust into fast and rough, taking out all his anger and frustrations 
on this young girl. Within a few minutes he exploded into her, taking care not to groan too loudly to wake the 
kids up. He caught his breath and pulled away from her, redressing himself quickly. Without a kind word or 
though he gruffly picked up the girl's clothing and threw it onto her lap. 


"Get dressed. I'll drive you home" was all he said before grabbing his car keys. 


The girl dressed without saying anything and silently followed him out the truck. He drove her home quickly, to 
the apartment she shared with her boyfriend. 


"Are you on the pill? Do you need me to stop for emergency contraception or anything?" he asked her when 


they got into town, 

"No, I'm on the pill, so I'm ok" the blonde replied. 

He arrived at her place and she said "Ill see you tomorrow. Do you need me to stay late again?" she asked. 
"| don't know yet" was all James said before pulling away. 


At the time, Aidan awoke from her fitful sleep. It was too hot in the room with Pepper sleeping soundly next 
to her. She got 
up and retrieved her own clothing and bag and went next door to her own room. She entered the shower, 


letting the cold water wash over her face 
"What are you doing here?" she asked herself. 
You should just go back to New York and forget this whole business.. she thought. 


Standing under the water she washed off the smells of the evening. The smell of Pepper, the cigarettes and 
pot, and the whiskey faded into the aroma of clean soap. She felt refreshed and clear headed. She knew Pepper 
would be emo the next day because she had left, but she figured he'd get over it eventually. She dressed in a 
pair of black shorts and black tank top, and walked out onto the balcony. The skyline was beginning to get a 
light blue haze along the horizon, as the sun was about to come up. She sighed and suddenly missed home. Not 
New York, but Ireland. If she were home she'd be getting up at this time, greeting her grandmother in the 
kitchen of their cottage, drinking her strong coffee and warm morning bread before going out to help her on 
the farm, with her nephew working along side them if he were strong enough that day. But it was for his own 
protection that she stayed away,calling often and visiting only occasionally. People in Ireland knew her past and 
the people she'd been involved with. She thought of the time in Ireland and decided to phone her nephew's 


mobile. 
The 13 year old answered with a "Hello, Auntie” 


‘Ciaran my dear boy. How are ya feelin’ today my pet?" she replied, her heart warming at the sound of his 


Voice. 
"A bit tired, but no more so than usual. And I'm not a boy anymore!" he protested. 


That pulled at her heartstrings. She'd missed so much of his upbringing, with her and her grandmother being 


the closest he'd known to a mother. 


She choked on her tears and said sassy "Well then, little man, since you are so old and wise, | need your 


advice..." 

"On what? Boys?" he teased. 

"Nothing of the sort, you cheeky little bastard" she teased back. 

"lm thinking of not going through with this audition." she admitted to the kid. 
"Why not?" Ciaran asked, simply. 


| don't think I'll fit in with those boys. They've told me as much, especially Mr. Hetfield. | know he's one of 
your heroes, little man, but he's a bit of an arse" Aidan admitted to the boy. 


"Well, | knew that. But don't pussy out on this, Auntie. Show ‘em whose the boss. If ya don't I'll be sorely 
disappointed" the boy said, guilting her. 


"So you think | should try? What if | get into the band? How will | deal with him?" she asked him. 


"You should try. If you didn't you'd let me down.. And if you get in then you deserve to be in the band, and if 
James gives you hell, then give it right back to him" Ciaran insisted. 


"Well, my little man, you are wiser than your years. | promise I'll try. For you. Now, have you been reading the 


books I've been sending to ya?" 


"Yes, | have. l'm almost out of ‘em though. On days when l'm too weak to help Gran, | sit in the quiet and read. 


If you don't send more soon, I'll run out!" he admitted. 


"Well, when | get back to New York next week, | promise I'll go to the used bookstore and buy some more for 


ya and send ‘em. Now will you be a good little lad and put Gran on the phone?" 
The teenager got off the mobile and put his great-grandmother on the phore. 
"Gran?" Aidan asked, to be sure that her grandmother was on the other end 
"Molly? Is that you on the phone?" the old woman asked 

Aidan was taken aback at the use of her real name. 

"Yes, Gran, it's Molly" the sound of her own name foreign on her tongue 


| was wondering when ye'd call! Ciaran's been back to the doctors, as you well know." Gran said. 


"And what did they say about the leukemia? Is it in remission?" She asked, fear striking her heart, for the boy 


had been seriously ill 


"Yes, praise be to God. He's gettin’ stronger everyday, though he's still got some bad days every now and 
again It be awhile before he's entirely his energetic little self again, but he'll get there" 


Gran said seriously then "You know, next time you come here, you need to tell the boy the truth about his 
mother..." 


Its not the right time yet.. | don't think he'll handle the truth well. I'll tell him on his IBth birthday, like we said 


we would" Aidan argued. 
"He's been putting the puzzle together, Molly. Do you really want him to figure it out on his own?" Gran said. 


"He's a smart boy. If he figures it out all the power to him. He'll understand its for his own good and for his 
own safety." she said. 


"Well, its your choice.. Do you know then when you'll be back?" Gran asked. 
"Not for a long while, if this audition works out. If it doesn't perhaps next summer." Aidan admitted. 
"That's IO months away. The boy needs to see you more often..." Gran scolded. 


"I know. | do the best | can.. | know you are old, and tired and you need a break every now and again, but | do 


all | can, Gran. | can't come back too often, you know that." 

"All that danger has passed, Molly. Nobody cares about it here anymore! Gran insisted 
"| don't want to risk something happening to the boy and you know that!" Aidan insisted. 
"| know, allanah...| didn't mean to come down hard on ya" Gran softened 


"Listen, I've stayed on too long. Tell the boy | love him.." Aidan said, choking on her words, wanting to fly there 


and wrap him up in her arms like she did when he was small 


"I will.. take care of yourself, Molly.." Gran said before Aidan hung up the phone. 
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Chapter 1: 

James arrived home just in time for the kids to wake up. He hadn't slept a wink and was beginning to feel 
exhausted. As soon as he sat down to drink a glass of water in the kitchen he heard Cali creeping down the 
stairs. She sleepily shuffled down the hallway into the kitchen and then he heard her sniffle. Her little hands 
rubbed her eyes and when she saw him there she burst into sobs. James ran to her side and picked her up, 
sitting her in his lap on a kitchen chair. 

"What's wrong, baby girl?" he asked her gently. 

"YOU WERE GOOONNNEEE" she wailed. 

| had to take the babysitter home" he tried to reassure her. 


"BUT YOU WERE GONNEEE FOR A LOONNNG TIIMMEE! C-C-Castor was crying cause he got sick and | came to 
find you to help you and YOU WEREN'T HERE!!! YOU PROMISED YOU'D STOP LEAVING!!!" she wailed 


James choked back a sob of regret. He was hit with a wall of guilt. Cali was just starting to trust him again, 
after rehab he'd promised her he'd never disappear at night again. He'd never leave her. 


"Daddy messed up" he said softly. "I'm sorry baby" he said. 


She stopped crying and looked at him angrily saying "You mess everything up. You're not sorry. If Mommy was 
here she would have taken care of Castor." 


The words hit James like a slap in the face. 


"Cali, don't say those things. They hurt my feelings. I'm doing my best. And I'm sorry that | wasn't here. And 


I'm sorry that Mommy wasn't here." 

"Its your fault Mommy isn't here" Cali sniffled back. 

"Your right. It is my fault. But | can't change that now, Cali. I'll never disappear again | promise. | mean it this 
time, for real. Remember, Daddy doesn't make bad promises anymore since he went away to get better?" 


James pleaded. 


Cali nodded and started to cry again, throwing her arms around her father's neck, burying her face in his 


chest. 


"Don't do that again" she begged again. All James could do was try and soothe her back to sleep. 


He rubbed her back gently, stroked her blonde hair for awhile. He felt her grip loosen, realizing she had drifted 
off again. He carried the little girl back to bed, tucking her in to sleep for a little bit more of the morning. He 
tiptoed into Castor's room, realizing that he was already awake, sniffling in his bed. 

"You ok, buddy?" James asked, feeling his head. 

It felt warm. "My tummy hurts, Daddy" Castor whined. 


"IFs ok" James said, ruffling the little boy's hair, now feeling remarkably guilty for disappearing with the 
babysitter. He picked him up and carried him into the bathroom, turning on a bath. 


"Is this what Mommy does when you don't feel good?" he asked the little boy. 

Castor nodded. As the water ran, James took his temperature and he had a little fever. 

"Looks like we're gonna have to go to the doctor's buddy." James explained gently. 

Nooo" Castor whined a little bit. "Come on The doctor isn't so bad. He'll make you feel better and give you a 
balloon if you're good. And we'll get you some popsicles" James tried to reassure as he lifted his son into the 
tub. 


He bathed him slowly and dried him, dressing him in fresh pjs. 


"Now, its only 6 in the morning. ‘Cella won't be up for awhile and we can't call the doctor yet. Wanna come in 
Daddy's room and sleep for a bit?" 


Castor nodded and followed James into bed. 

Castor fell right back to sleep, and James was still awake. He was overcome with guilt and emotion. He couldn't 
believe he messed up again. He'd been doing so well, resisting drinking, resisting unhealthy urges. He got up and 
went downstairs again, dialing Bob on the phone. Bob answered quickly. 

"What the hell Hetfield? It's really fuckin’ early!" he exclaimed. 

"Bob." James said, his voice breaking. 

"Oh shit, James. What did you do?" Bob asked. 


"| fucked up... again..." James started. 


"Where are you?" Bob asked, quietly in desperation 


"At home.." James said. 

"Ill be right there" Bob said before hanging up. 

Nearly 20 minutes later, James heard Bob's car drive up to the house. 

He opened the door, so Bob wouldnt wake the kids. 

"Where's the liquor?" Bob asked immediately 

"| didn't drink" James said. Bob immediately knew he was telling the truth. He wasn't drunk 
"What happened?" Bob asked, sitting James down 


"| did something really irresponsible. My kids hate me. They blame me for what happened with Fran and they 


know its my fault we split up" James sobbed. 
"Start from the beginning" Bob said, to calm his friend down. 
"| got so mad last night. | was feeling really bad about how | treated Aidan." James started. 


"And you should..." Bob added. 


"| went to Pepper's hotel room to apologize to him and to ask him to help me talk to her about coming for an 
audition. She was there. They'd obviously fucked. | said some stupid things and we argued. When | left, | was 


filled with .. something.. | don't know.. | needed to release, yknow?" James said slowly. 
"What the hell happened then?" Bob asked, horrified to know what his friend had done. 


In the past, it could have been anything - drinking, pills, cocaine, risky sexual behavior. He had been terrified of 
losing James, and was so proud of him since rehab. 


‘| came home. And the babysitter was just here.. waiting for me. She gave herself to me, and | couldn't stop 
myself. | wasn't myself at all, no control. | was like an animal, rough with her. She didn't seem to mind, but | 
was out of my head. | drove her home and left the kids alone. When | got back, Castor had come down with 
something and Cali knew | was gone. She was sobbing when | got here. She yelled at me, told me she blamed me 
for everything. And she was right. IT IS ALL MY FAULT AND | CAN'T DO ANYTHING TO FIX IT. | was doing so 
well, and | regained their trust and filled them with hope, only to let them down again. I'm such a shitty father, 
Bob." James sobbed. 


Bob looked at him and said "This is serious. This could send you into a relapse. How could you have let yourself 


do that!?" 


James shrugged and said "I don't know. It's like | wasn't even myself" 


Bob nodded and said, "This is why you need to see your counselor and sponsor, TODAY. Work out these 


feelings." 
James nodded in agreement. 
"And what about the kids? As a father, what would you do?" James asked 


Bob sighed and said "I'd stop and forgive myself first. You can't carry around this guilt forever. Its just eating 
you up and making you fail again. And then, you have to make sure, for them , that you don't fuck up again. 
You love your kids, James. Anyone can see that you aren't a shitty father when you are AROUND and 
INVOLVED. Just stay focused, they'll come around. When my wife and | went through our divorce, it was really 
hard on the kids. Remember, they are just kids and don't understand what happened between you and Fran. And 
the fact that Jason is around and marrying their mom is probably very confusing.” 


James sighed heavily "I can't stand seeing the two of them together. It just.. tears me up" he said. 


"I know, James. | know" Bob said, giving his friend a friendly pat on the back. 
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Aidan quietly left her room a few hours later to find some breakfast, hoping Pepper wouldn't mind she had 
left. Tip toe-ing down the hall towards the elevator she heard a door open and someone walking down the 


hallway behind her quickly. A hand fell on her shoulder, and startled her. 


She saw it was Pepper and she shouted out in her Irish accent "Jesus Fuckin’ Christ, Pepper! You scared the 


living fuck out of me." 


Pepper grimaced and asked "I wanted to try and catch you. Why the fuck did you sneak off on me like that?" 
he asked. 


Aidan felt a twinge of guilt, knowing she had played with his emotions. 
"Pepper, we've talked about this.." she said quietly. 


Pepper sighed and looked at her square in the eye, as if he was hoping to catch a glimpse of some kind of 
feeling. He saw nothing. 


"Pepper... we don't do the whole lovey dovey thing. We've talked about this so many times. We are just friends, 


with occasional benefits. Are you going soft on me?" she asked. 
Pepper sighed again and shrugged and said "A guy can only hope, eh?" 
Aidan punched him playfully in the arm and said "Nope". 

She grinned and he chuckled a bit. 

She'll never change ... he thought. 


He shrugged it off and said "Well, can a guy at least buy you breakfast? | may be just a friend with benefits, 


but I'm a gentleman too." 


Aidan grinned and said "Fine. | can handle breakfast. But there's always strings attached. What do | have to do 


for you, Keenan?" she asked, as he got a sly look on his face. 


"You have to promise me you will still audition for this mess of a band called Metallica, and that you'll come 
back to my room later on for a nightcap. And you won't sneak off like that, even if we are just ‘friends with 


benefits'.” 


Aidan fake pouted and said "Fine, but why are you so insistent upon me making an audition After all, that's 


what you are here for too." 


Pepper sighed and said "It's complicated. Listen, I'll explain it all over breakfast, but | gotta get some food in me. 
And coffee. Stat." 


Aidan nodded and pushed the elevator button Pepper said "There's a decent place about a block away." They 
went down to the hotel lobby and out the front door, finding the diner right away. A waitress found them a 
table and brought them a coffee. 


"So, spill it Keenan. Why are you acting so funny? You are going soft, and trying to get me to audition for a 
band | don't even know | want to be in" 


Pepper sighed. "I'm just having a tough time. I've been really down, | guess. And | let my feelings for you get in 
the way of what we agreed upon, and that just because I've been really lonely. | know you don't want a 
relationship. But | DO want a relationship. Not necessarily with you, but I'm not getting any younger and l'm 
getting to the point where | wanna settle down a little bit, yknow? The partying and the crazy sex is fun and 
all, but its catching up to me." 


Aidan blinked and said "If | had known you'd been so depressed | never would have jumped into bed with you 
last night and made you think that | might want something more." 


She felt really sorry. 
"Aidan. | knew you didn't want anything more, and | knew you didn't feel about me that way. Its not your fault. 
| was being dumb, as usual. Thinking with my little head and letting my emotions take over my brain’ Pepper 


tried to explain. 


Aidan replied "Well, I'm not so sure its such a good idea for me to come back to your room later, then. | don't 


want to toy with your emotions when you are feeling so low. That's not something a real friend would do." 
Pepper smiled weakly and said, "Honestly, | just wanted someone to spend time with. Hanging out with Hetfield 
isn't gonna happen because he's too busy with his kids and working with the band. And he's not as cute and fun 
to cuddle with" Pepper replied sassily. 

Aidan raised her eyebrow at Pepper and started saying “Pepper, are you sure about this.” 


He replied "No stings attached, | promise. Just fun, | swear." 


"Alright, but on the condition you tell me why you keep insisting on me doing this audition. I'm so sick of this 
band Metallica | have half a mind to jump right on a plane and go back home to New York" Aidan insisted. 


Pepper looked at her straight in the eye and said "Honestly, its because | don't want to be in Metallica. And | 
know you will completely amaze them, and they won't be able to pick me because you are so amazingly 
talented. But | can't say no because Hetfield is such a good friend and | can't let him down right now because 


he's had such a tough time. | want you to audition so it will be no contest who should be in that band. Also 
because | know you need the change of scene and | think you'd be happier here in San Fransisco than you are 


in New York. You aren't challenged there, and you need a challenge." 


Aidan nearly crossed her eyes in confusion and said "Pepper, why on earth would you turn down a chance to 


be in one of the greatest metal bands of all time?" 

Pepper sighed again and said "Because I'd have to play by their rules and that's not for me. | wouldn't be 
‘Pepper Keenan’ any more. I'd just be Metallica's base player. And I'd have to give up Down, and now that Phil's 
cleaning himself up things might actually get moving. | know you've been looking for a new gig, and | thought 
this could really make your career. Get your name out there. You could do this for awhile and then you'd be 
able to do whatever you wanted in music because your name would be known by everyone. And | want that 
for you. | want you to be successful and have a great career, and it frustrates me to hell seeing you struggle 
as a studio musician and road tech." 

Aidan sat there gaping over her coffee. 

"Wow" was all she could say. 


Pepper looked at her and said "Well, are you gonna do it or not?" 


Aidan stammered "Well, | guess if you put it that way | have to. | wouldn't want to let you down. I'll just have 
to wait for Hetfield to change his mind" 


Pepper said "I have a feeling Bob will give him a talking to and he'll come back crawling on his hands and knees." 


Aidan said sarcastically "| just can't imagine that happening.” 


